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and the curtain between them. Let the
reader try to realise this; and he will
admit that no more desperate or daring
enterprise was ever achieved in front of
a besieged fortress.
On the 13th it was my hard fate to be
on outpost duty at Azadpore, where ru-
mours reached me that the assault was
likely to be delivered before dawn on the
14th.   My picquet  should in ordinary
course have been relieved that morning,
but no relief came; and as the day wore
on, it seemed that I was destined to be
left out there kicking my heels, forlorn
and forgotten, till all should   be   over.
This was more than could be borne; so
I despatched messenger after messenger
into camp with imploring letters, begging
for the recall of my picquet. My entrea-
ties were successful, and I had the intense,
if selfish, gratification of at length seeing
in the distance the small column of dust
which heralded the approach of the party
that had been sent  to take  my  place.
Very grumpy and sulky was the officer
in command; but, after all, it was his